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The Tragedy ^Othello 


Brab. Why, wherefore aske you this ? 

lag, Zounds fir you are robd , for fhame put on your govnif, 
Your heart is burft,you hauc loft halfeyour foule ; 

Eucn now,vcry now, an old black: Ram 
Is tupping your white E we; arif:,arifc. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe theDinell willrnakcaGrandfircofyou,arife Ifay. 

Brab. What,haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moft rcucrcnd Scignior.doe you know my voyce? 

Bra. Not I,what are you? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome, J 

I haue charg’d thee,r.ot to haunt about my dorcs,. 

In honeft p!aineneflc,thou haft beardme lay 
My daughter is not for thce,and now in madnes. 

Being full of fijpper, and diftempering draughts*. 

Vpon maliciou s brauery,doft thou come 
Toftattmyquict? 

Rod. Sir,fir,fir. 

Bra. But thoumuft needes be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in tkenvpawcs* ■ 

To make this bitter to thcc. 

Rod. Patience good fie. 

Bra. What, tell ft thou me of robbing ? thtets’^Wwe, 

My h oufe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In fimple and pure foule I come to you, 

lag. Zouns Sir,you are one of thofe, that willnoc Icrue Qmk# 
the Deuill bid you. Be caufe we come to doe you fcruicc.you think: 
we are Ruffians,youlc haue your daughter couercd with a Barbary 
horfe; youlc haue yourNcphcwes ney to y ou;youle haue Couriers 
for Coufcns,and lennits for hr mans. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou?' 

lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, ana d’ e 
Moore,are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villaine, 

lag. You are a Senator. „ 

* 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22305) LONDON, 1 



■the Moore a 


enice. S 


Bra. This thou flialt anfvver,I k»pw thee Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will anfwer any thing : But! befeech you? 
If Ihe be in her chamber, or your houle, 

tet loofc on me the Iuftice ofthc ft ate, 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho: 

Giue me a tapcr,caU vp alltny people ; 

This accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefe of it opprefles me already : 

Light I fay,light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you, 

Itfecmes not mcete, nor wholelbme to mypate. 

To be produc’d, as ifl ftay I {ball 

Againft the Moore, for I doe know the ftate. 

How euer this may gaule him with fome checke,. 
Cannot with fafety call him, for hee’s imbark'd. 

With fuch loud reafon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which euennow Hands its a<ft,that for their foule s» 
Another of his fathome, they haue not 
To leadc their bufinefle,in which regard, 

Tho I doe batarliira, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for necefltly of prefent life , 

I muft ftiew out a flag, and figne ofloue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you fliall furciy 
Finde him .- lead to the S agittar^he raifed featch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

JLxtt* 

Enter Barbantio in his night gmnt^ni prams 

Bra. It is too t'ue an cimi,g<?nc me is, 

And what’s to come,of my deipifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Roderigo 
Where didft thou fee her ; O vnhappy girle,, 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father? 
How didft thou know twas (he ? O thou deceiueft me 
a thought : whatfajd ike to you? get more tapers* 
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